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PEN-POINTS. EARTHQUAKES—MORAL, POLITICAL, AND PHYSICAL. 


men present at church services on Sunday?’ Pulpit down. If they would only come along and shake things up, 


T: QUESTION is frequently asked, ‘‘ Why are not the = GREAT trouble with earthquakes is that they shake things 
and press have given all sorts of answers. From a once in a while they would be far more useful. Fact is, this 
theoretical standpoint, all the ground from Dan to is the great trouble with most of our modern agencies of Reform. 
Seersheba has been covered. Blame has most fre- The worst kind of a political pull that JupGr knows of is that of 
quently been laid at the doors of the preachers. A the Idealist who plunges into the fray, pulls the structure down 
New Jersey minister, one Sunday morning, asked about the ears, and then goes off leaving the building-up process to 
the women kindly to take off their hats, that he other people. JupGe has as little use for Moral Earthquakes as he 
might count the number of men in his congrega- has for the kind that recently stepped in and stopped that flirtation 

tion. Imagine his surprise, when the feminine that has been going on for centuries between Scylla and Charybdis. 





headgear had been removed, to discover a larger If you ever lose your job washing windows in the bank, and have to 
number of men than there were women. take up polities for a living, remember this: If you want to reform 
‘ , things, don’t begin by blowing up the State Capitol, but jump 

Those who have found that the elevator to success is generally - aboard the Band Wagon, if you can, and see what you tan do to 
stuck, should follow the directions of System, ‘‘ Try the stairs.’’ lead the Drum-Major from the paths of unrighteousness into the 

os straight and narrow way that leadeth to construction. 

Don’t forget the Association of American Humorists want a 
place to hold their next convention. Send your suggestion of a | gong SAM had better hire Mr. Weston to give rural free deliv- a) 
suitable place to JupGce. It will be forwarded to the proper author- ery men a few lessons on walking. In ashort time they could 
ities. do away with their wagons and horses. 
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The old man folded a towel and 









WAS born in New 
the town of Hackensack. 
place has become famous through 
our family, but would never have 
been heard of but for us. Many 
other regions are distinguished 
for mosquitoes, but it was re- 
served for our family to immortal- 
ze Hackensack. 

Green Swamp was my exact 
birthplace. It is a pretty little in- 
land sea, filled with lily pads, tall, 
and beautiful 
The wa- 
with a 


Jersey, near 


This 


swaying 
stumps of decayed trees. 
ter is perfectly stagnant, 
soft, green scum upon its silent sur- 
face. The surrounding air has a 
sweet, miasmatic while 
the croak of frog, the hiss of snake, 
and the keech of the marsh hens make witches’ melody. In all 
directions the country is flatly oozy, relieved at intervals by yellow 
stretches of hot sand, a deep-rutted pike, or dusty railroad, 

Here I spent my happy youth, learning to swim and fly and sing 
in the most approved mosquito fashion, until it was time to go and 
see the wide, wide world beyond. Unlike the unprogressive human 
family, whose young require some twenty years to mature, we are 
born and educated, fitted out and approved, within 
twenty-four hours, and ready to start life at once and 
Then, raise large families and 
are not ashamed of it. for instance, 
had something like million 
forty thousand girls and eight hundred and twenty 
thousand boys, all sturdy youngsters, bright-eyed and 
stirring. Imagine the human mother getting these 
two million children off to school in the morning, lay- 
ing out their things, hearing their lessons, and mend- 
kissing them all good-by, and 
we are 


grasses, 


batted around the room.’’ perfume, 


too, we 
My mother, 
two hundred and 


in earnest. 


one 


ing their stockings, 
then fixing up their rooms. 
great singers, especially the boys, and it is a matter 
of general mirth when we hear of the human family 
going into ecstasies over one of their number who is 
able to sing a little. We almost die of laughter to 
hear that they nearly worship a man they call Caruso, ; 
and go into a delirium before a few women like a 
Melba, Eames, Patti, or Jenny Lind. Why, we have on 
more than fifty thousand Melbas in our family alone. 

Before the advent of the railroad we spent most 
but, since 


As a people, 


around our own swampside, 
little traveling, and many of 

our people are settled at Atlantic City, Cape May, Ocean City, and, 
in fact, I have friends everywhere, even so far as Boston. The 
southern mosquitoes are only distantly related to us, but, I believe, 
They certainly are no larger 


of our time 
then, have done some 


claim unproved virtues of superiority. 
than we, and if they have yellow fever in their veins, we have a fine 
of malaria in our blood that I defy them or any others to 
Our family can trace its malarial blood as far back as the 


type 
match. 
Crusaders. 

I have 
their blood back as far as William the 
It happened that, during a visit to Cape 


heard many human beings boast that they could trace 
Conqueror, but I have tried 


it and it was not fit to eat. 


B. . 


over ries, 





“A mosquito’s greatest enjoyment 
is to swoop down on 
a pair of lovers. 
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‘of a 
Mosquito 


By George Reiter Brill 


May, I put up at a large, new hotel, in an apartment occupied by a 
man and his wife who were and she it 
was who claimed her descent 
from the great Norman. She 
was a skinny old thing, and I 
her Norman blood 
must have been spoiled. Just 
retiring, I heard her 
say that she hoped there were 


boasting of their ancestry, 


am sure 
before 


no mosquitoes in the room, 
for, if there 
certain to lie awake all night 
in misery. It was up to the 
therefore, to fold a 
and bat the 

slapping imaginary 
dots until he was tired; then, 
assuring her that there was 


were, she was 


old man, lay 


towel 
room, 


around 


not a mosquito in the room, 
he turned the light out. Zz : 

When the light went out, 
I commenced a tour of investi- 





“The human family goes so far as to fill 
their best ponds with ill-smelling oil.’’ 

gation and found two cousins 

After greetings and consultation we decided to give the 

Accordingly we 


of mine. 
old girl a taste of what she so much dreaded. 
promptly attacked her without mercy. 
As we thought, 
, shaking her consort, berated him roundly for deceiv- 
ne ing her. ‘‘ The room is alive with mosquitoes,’’ she 
cried. ‘‘I am almost bitten to pieces!’’ Then she 
commenced to scratch and to whimper, until, at last, 
when the husband could stand it no longer, he jumped 
from the bed with a growl, turned up the lights sav- 
agely, and commenced to whack the wall in all direc- 
that it was all 
and that there 


she awoke with a start, and, 


complaining at each stroke 
feel a bite, 
was not a mosquito in the room. 
The next morning we escaped through the hall, 
and were greatiy amused at a conversation in the 
office, where our Norman lady was giving the propri- 
etor fits for the carelessness of his help, who let 
mosquitoes run off with the property. ‘* Well, 
said he, ‘‘ we certainly do not invite them. 


tions, 


imagination—he didn’t 


mad- 


dam,’’ 


~ I shall have 
the room 
fumigated, 
with the ; “ ia 
. 
ea » that : we ee 
hope la “a sb 


you will have 
a better night’s sleep to- 





night.’’ 

A mosquito’s greatest 1° 
enjoyment in life is to go ( ( 
out witha party of three or ZX f 
four hundred — thousand - é 
friends into a quiet glade S Se 
where a couple of lovers are a 


expected to meet, and, just 
when they are vowing eter- 


and swearing that 


sie Mosquitoes are very fond of a pink 


nal love cheeked baby 




















FAVORITI 


PUBBORN CINDERELLA, 


JUDGE'S 


“< , 
GILBERT, IN \ 


March winds and April showers 
Bring forth the annual flowers ; 
Sut on the stage you bloom alway, 


\n everlasting bud of May' 


POY Tritt 


they could sit there forever, to swoop down upon them and see them 
pike for home, all unmindful of their vows. 

The human family has, of late, become a great pest; they de- 
light in an effort to exterminate us, even going so far maliciously 
as to fill our best ponds with ill-smelling oil until the meadows 
around simply reek with its ugly odors. We, of “course, are com- 
pelled to vacate for the time being. When the oil evaporates, we 
go back and try to get even, making it hot, indeed, for those con- 
cerned, More oil is procured, dumped into our pretty homes, and 
we, perforce, must get out again, which puts us to a deal of trouble 
and expense, for which we exact a tribute in blood. All nations are 
alike in this; it is simply natural law. 

The greatest enemy of our people was the man who invented 
screens. The 


next worst enemy is the man who puts them up on his house. We 


All insects agree in this and revile him accordingly. 
persecute him to the limit when we catch him outside. Our people 
have no such mean traits as these. Our homes are open to the 
world, so it is perfectly reasonable that we should resent man’s un- 
due exclusiveness., 

In the matter of grief, the human mother thinks, when she 
loses one child, that her cup of sorrow is full, and accordingly goes 
into black for months; but the mosquito mother has been known to 
lose two hundred thousand sons in one summer, besides dozens of 
daughters, and her grief, 
therefore, is intensified more 
than two hundred thousand 
times, which, for asmall body, 
shows wonderful fortitude and 
marvelous will power. 

Our people are militant, 
and our armies are probably 
the greatest in the world; we 
known to put to 


have been 


flight whole battalions of men 





who thought to camp upon our 


i iy ff 
marshes. Il remember to have q A 
father tell j 


army having defeated those 





heard about his 


of Lee and Grant in two 
pitched battles where those 
great generals actually re- 





treated to high ground with 
all their men, 


nition, and wagons. 


tents, ammu- 

The ignorance and stupid- 
ity of the 
who hastens to bathe in penny- 


average person 


royal, as a preventive against 
our assault, are most amus- 


ing to us. 






THE MELODRAMA OF THE FUTURE. 


‘Aye, Donald, ’tis a terrible night for the lads in the air 





The tough, weather-beaten old man or maid has learned by ex- 
perience that a mosquito finds them rather repellent, and does not 
molest them except under the dire distress of hunger. So we, in 
turn, have learned to follow the scent of the sweet-smelling concoc- 
tions to find the plump, pink-skinned girl, the soft dude, or the ten- 
der baby. 

Then again, while we are at peace and quietly resting in some 
secluded clump of pines, our attention is called to a mass of circling, 
zigzagyving, waving lights, which at once suggests to us a feast, and 
we would be dumb, indeed, should we allow this opportunity to pass. 
I refer, of course, to the joss-stick habit in vogue at all lawn parties 
and picnics, where we are sure to be rewarded with a good assorted 
meal, 

I do not mean to brag always, for the life of a mosquito is shot 
and hazardous enough. We have our shortcomings like all other 
living things, but, for our size, we make some stir in the world, and 


mean to look out for ourselves and our rights at all times. 


NOWADAYS. 
Me’ wants but little here below, 
Sut woman, pretty dove, 
According to her rats and puffs, 


S wants a lot above. 














“CARRY YER 


PACKAGE, MISTER ?” 





-— x 





Do ye think they ’ll be goin’ on the steeples 7” 

















**KASSA.”’ 


MRS. LESLIE CARTER, IN 


AFTER THAT—THE DELUGE. 

HE book agent was trying to get Mrs. Furst- 
yere to examine his volume, ‘‘ First Lessons 
in Cooking,’’ but failed. 

**IT assure you, madam, that I came at 
the urgent request of a friend to show you this 
excellent work.’’ 

‘‘At whose request, may I ask?’’ 


**At your husband's request, madam.’ 


HEN a woman takes a,hammer in hand, 
We ’re safe in saying that 
There is no way of finding out 
What she is driving at. 





Son Gee 
parse Z 
THE WRONG KIND. 
** What ’s the complaint, warder? 
**Won’t take no interest in his work.”’ 


” 





A BOON FOR OUR TRAMPS. 


Inquisitive Ivan—‘‘ Wot y’ doin’ wid all de ol’ pans an’ buckets ?”’ 

Dry Dorsey—‘** 1711 put y’ wise, pal. De Aerial Navigation Comp’ny is goin’ ter chris 
ten one ov deir airships dis afternoon, an’ ‘ yours extree dry’ is right here on de job ter 
ketch de drops ov champagne as dey comes down,”’ 


THE “ASSOCIATE” PERIOD IN AMERICAN JOURNALISM. 
HE FIRST number of The Lookout under the new editorial direction is upon 


It is a Rough Writer’s Number, bound in khaki and white 
The following is the table of contents: 


the news-stands. 
hippopotamus skin with frazzle edges. 
Noah Webstur, Undezirabul, by the associate fonetic editor. 
Congo Cannibals I May Eat This Summer, associate sporting editor. 
Lines to the Superannuated Dame Who Inhabited the Shoe and Set the Pace for 


Anti-Race-Suicidists, associate sonnet editor. 


Poe’s Raven, Jonah’s Whale, and other Nature Fakes Big-sticked and-Frazzled, 


associate nature editor. 





VENICE.” 


“"THE MERCHANT OF 


Srownsville, Texas—-A Dark Episode, associate military editor. 
Ananias—A Paragon of Truth Compared with Certain Senators and Mag- 
nates I Know, associate descriptive editor. 

Old Sleuth in the Senate; a thrilling exposé of the phoney bunch on the 
hill, associate detective editor. 

Marines, Montana Ranches, Civic Ideals, 1812, Franked Typewriters, Crum 
and Sea-level Canals—a Causerie, associate strenuous editor. 


SOME NOTES ON NEW YORK. 


HAD a long talk the other day with a member of the smart set. 
well-meaning fellow enough, but in the last analysis he impressed me as 


He was a 


being rather set than smart. 

A first night at the New York theaters these days is chiefly interesting be- 
cause of the people who are not there. Twenty-five years ago this was not 
the case, 

I used to think that New York’s bad manners in public places were all on 
the surface, but when I ride on the subway I find that they are just the same 


down below. HORACE DODD GASTIT. 








PET, THE BLUSHING BRIDE. 
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1. Pet he blushing bride)—‘* Are you sure these 
ewgs are fresh Were you personally acquainted 
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with the hen ?=- 





ENCOURAGEMENT 


Sometimes | pet discouraged and say to my- 


MEANT FOR 
Artist—** Yes, I keep pegging away 


self, ‘ What’s the use ? 
lriend—** Don’t give up, old man You can't do worse than you’ve done, you 


know.”’ ey 
BEWARE THE HAT! 











done 








| wonder how vou tell when they ‘re 


They aren’t getting brown at all! - 





WAS by the sea, and near to me 

Two girls of summer sat. 

Their signals ran, ‘‘ We’re 
man ’”’ 


short a 


I begged Annette, the sweet coquet, 
To wed, and hired a flat. 

We both were young—got badly stung— 
She wore a beehive hat. 





Each wore a sailor hat. 

Of hats like these beware! and seize 
Your own, if, while you chat 

With Widow Wiles, she sighs and smiles 
Beneath her Merry hat. 


FREDERICK MOXON, 


Jane’s rustic charm endeared the farm, 
So pink she was, and fat. 

Love in her sight grew overnight 
She wore a mushroom hat. 


PERFECT REPRODUCTION. 
éé 7. MADAM,”’ says the affable agent, ‘‘ our phonograph provides you with grand 


opera at home. Records of the voices of Eames, Sembrich, Calvé, Scotti, Caruso, 
Melba, and all the famous stars ”’ 
‘* 1 think I do not care to consider it to-day,’’ begins the woman; but the affable agent 
goes right on, 
** And by turning on this extra cylinder, madam, a conversational effect is produced, 


giving the loud chatter of voices in the boxes, which drowns out the singing entirely.’’ 


A WASTED EVENING. 


First music critic—* | wasted a whole evening by going to that new pianist’s concert 


last night!’’ 
‘* Why ?’’ 


** His play ing was above criticism!’’ 
ve 


Ne cond music critic 


Fi st musice critic 








EDGAR! —— 6 Oh, 


t-tried to assassinate me 


MERCY! 


THE YARNS OF CAPTAIN FIBB. 
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1. “Yep! “LPwuz me as diskivvered the 2. — Then I gits an 


North Pole. It happened this way: I wuz lost 
in the Arctic regions and wuz wanderin’ around 


hopeless like, when I suddenly comes across the 





famous pole! 


idee! I chops out a 
big block of ice around the pole, and then I rigs 
up a sail onto it. “Chere wuza stiff breeze blow- 
in’ south, so with an old paddle I steers straight 
fer home. 























meh 
a | 








a We scudded along at a forty-knot clip 
fer about two weeks, and bimeby the water gits 


very warm! Dod gast me jig lamps if we wuzn't 
in the Gulf Stream, and me little craft wuz melt 
in’ clean away |! —— 
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4 — Ina little while there wuz nothin’ left ) But all of a sudden the pole breaks 


but a small cake, and I cuts away all the riggin’ 
ter make it lighter; but I soon sees that in a few 
minutes Davy Jones would git me.—— 


LAWS. 

AWS are what some chap, or collec- 
tion of chaps, wrote in a book 
in an attempt either to ap- 
proximate or side-step public 

This is true of all 


laws except unwritten laws, 


opinion, 


in which case you are entitled 
t> as many guesses as you wish, and the 
last guess is right. 

All laws, both written and unwritten, 
may be viewed according either to the 
letter or the spirit. The legal profession 
supports the letter and is in turn support- 
ed by the spirit. That is why a poor man 
seldom gets a box seat where he can see 
the spiritual side. In spite of the excess 
of legal verbiage, the letter of the liw is 
supposed to be plain, so a poor man is 
supposed to know all about it) without 
bothering the judge with extenuating cir 
cumstances, 

The spirit of the law, on the other 
hand, is as shifting as the sands of the sea, 
so that the Supreme Court may divide five 
to four without humiliation. 

ELLIS ©. JONI 


HAT SALVAGE. 


66 HIS hat may be the latest style, my 


dear,’’ said her husband, ‘* but 


isn’t it rather expensive ?”’ 
‘“*T ll admit it cost a lot of money,’’ 
‘*but it will prove the 


After I am through 


assented his wife; 
cheapest in the end. 
wearing it just think what a lovely waste- 


basket it will make.’”’ 


F WOMEN’S hearts were really stone, 
{ ‘Twould end my troubles quick ; 
I'd find a crowd of pretty girls, 

And then I ’d take my pick. 


loose from the ice-cake and scoots like a rocket 
towards land, and me hangin on fer dear 


lite ! 





LADY BUTTERFLY. 


AY, WHO knows Lady Butterfly? 
Who has seen her passing by, 
Tripping on her dainty toes 
Softly as a sunbeam goes? 

Say, who knows Lady Butterfly? 


** Oh, I know Lady Butterfly,’’ 
Quoth a lad, some six feet high. 
** Met her in the park last spring— 

Quite a dainty little thing, 
Fond of bonbons, auto rides, 
And a thousand things besides; 














ChVhames 








6. Well, boys, that pole shot right fer the 
big steel works near home and slaps right up 
ag’in’ some mesmerized steel plates! Yep, boys, 
it wuz the magnetism in that pole that saved me 
from a watery grave.”’ 


Sipped the honey from my flowers, 
Wooed me on three summer hours. 
But I found, when I awoke, 

She had thought me quite a joke. 
Now she smiles when we p*°s by. 
Yes, I know Lady Butterfly.’’ 


Oh, who knows Lady Butterfly?’’ 
(Juoth a baldhead, ‘‘ I’m the guy. 
I’m the Jack rose, royal flush, 
When it comes to honey gush. 
Caught mine in the spring o’ year, 
When a young man’s fancies smear. 
Thought, perhaps, she'd clip her wings 
When she got to married things. 
I’ve been busy ever since 

Making noises like a quince. 

That's the reason, I guess, why 

I know Lady Butterfly.’”’ 


** Oh, who knows Lady Butterfly?”’ 
Quoth a youth. ‘* It must be I. 
Found her in a trundle bed, 

Lips and cheeks a rosy red; 
Queerest little hands and toes, 
And a roguish-looking nose; 
Sweetest laughter in her eyes, 
Spilling down from paradise; 
And her tears, you understand, 
Paint a scene from rainbow land. 
Yes, I guess it must be I 


I know Lady Butterfly.”’— repp marver 


MY WARMEST TOAST. 


ERE’S to the friend who has never 
deceived me; 
In time of great need has often relieved 
me, 


Though sometimes he gets full, his course 
I’ll defend; 

He shares his warm 
good friend. 

A jolly old tank, a 
weather; 

Many’s the hot time that we’ve had to- 
gether. 

A comfort in trouble, a joy without end 

My hot-water bottle—-my warmest old 
friend! 


time with another 


friend for cold 


STUART DUNLAP 
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RESTORATION. 
Judge—‘‘ You say you found this five- 
dollar bill?’’ 


Prisoner—‘‘ Yes, your honor.”’ 
Judge—‘‘And you didn’t attempt to 


restore it?’’ 
| Prisoner—‘‘!I did, your honor.’’ 


MAN YOU PAY. 
(With profound apologies to Rudyard Kipling.) 


By the sizzling radiator, in our small, 
steam-heated flat, 

There’s a Yankee girl a-sitting, and I 
know just what she’s at; 

For the silver’s in the pawnshop, and 
the landlord’s come to say, 

‘“*You must get a hustle on you, or get 
out, unless you pay!’’ 


pr? 


“*To its owner? 
-to circulation.’’ 


Judge— 
| Prisoner—‘‘No 
| A LITTLE MIXED. 

A little girl was sent to the store for 
a spool of silk thread. Her mother 
told her to be sure to remember that she 
wanted ‘‘Letter B.’’ 

On her way she forgot the letter. 
When the clerk asked her what letter 
hesitated, but finally 
** Letter alone.”’ 


‘*You’ll go out unless you pay,”’ 
That’s what all the landlords say. 
Can’t you hear the silver chinking in 

their pockets all the day? | 
Now, how can a fellow pay, 
When he hasn’t worked a day 
For the last three months and over, and 
the boss has skipped away? 
she wanted, she 


triumphantly replied, 
THE REASON. 

“*Yes, Johnny, 

the hairs of our heads are numbered.’’ 

‘*To catch them when they 

like an auto?’’ 


We had a jolly send-off, and the prospect 
was serene, 

And Netta set around there, 
like a queen. 

I kissed her every morning, and I said 
she was my star; 

Then I took the stairways flying, and I 
caught the trolley car. 





a-looking 


Sunday-school teacher 


Johnny 
| go too fast, 


That sardine-packed trolley car— 
And it took me pretty far. 
Now, I haven’t got a nickel; 

pretty solid jar, 
And how can a fellow pay? 


OLD SOAKERS 
GET SATURATED WITH CAFFEINE. 

When a person has used coffee for a 
number of years and gradually declined 
in health, it is time the coffee should be 
left off in order to see whether or not 
that has been the cause of the trouble. 

A lady in Huntsville, Ala., says she 
used coffee for about 40 years, and for 


it’s a 


Send me somewheres west of Texas, 
where a cyclone is the worst, 

Where there ain’t no rent days coming, 
and I’ll raise a crop or burst! 

For the landlord keeps a-calling, and I’d 
rather see a rat 

By the sizzling radiator, in our small, 

steam-heated flat! 





stomach trouble. 

‘*T have been treated by many physi- 
cians, but allinvain. Everything failed 
to perfect a cure. I was prostrated for 
some time and came near dying. When 
I recovered sufficiently to partake of 

| food and drink I tried coffee again and 


For how can a fellow pay, 
Whatever landlords say, 


the past 20 years was troubled with! 


When there ain’t a thing a-doing, and 
it’s lay-off all the day? 
For how can a fellow pay, 

When it’s just go home and play 
For the last three months and over, and 
the boss has skipped away? 

ARTHUR CHAMBERLAIN. 


it soured on my stomach. 


**T finally concluded coffee was the 


cause of my troubles and stopped using 


it. I tried tea and then milk in its 
place, but neither agreed with me; then 
I commenced using Postum. I had it 





properly made and it was very pleasing 
to the taste. 

‘*T have now used it four months, and 
my health is so greatly improved that I 
can eat almost anything I want and can 
sleep well, whereas before I suffered for 
years with insomnia. 

‘*T have found the 


A POLITE TRAMP. 

The most polite Weary Willie yet, so 
far as the 
feliow who, leaving a back door the other 
had been well fed, witha 


records show, was the sleek 


day where he 
cause of my trou- 


: a serape of the foot, delivered - 
now and aes. th bles and a way to get rid of them. 
himself of the following: You can depend upon it, I appreciate 
‘Well, good-by, boss. If time fares) Postum.”’ 


‘““There’s a Reason.’’ Read ‘‘ The 
Road to Wellville,’’ in packages, 
Ever read the above letter? A new one 


well with me, and I ever pass this way 


again, I'll give ye a eall.’”’ 


a appears trom time to time. They are 
“REASON FOR HIS MADNESS. genuine, true, and full of human noe 
‘*Hurrah! spring’ s here!’’ the druggist 
cries | 
His reason, I’ve a notion, 
Is ’cause once more he’]! sell a lot 


Of anti-freckle lotion. 


Premature Baldness 


is often prevented and a healthy 
hair stimulated by 
shampooing with 


erowth of 
systematuc 


Packer’s Tar Soap 


It imparts a tonic cleanliness to 


structures which 


health of 


those scalp 


maintain the life and 


the hair, and thus controls and 
prevents dandruff. 
FORCE Ol] 
Our booklets of practical informa- Hh “7 understat 
tion, ** Dandrutf’? and **’The Care caused quite a rumpu 


mailed free She ely 
upon taking down the 
shorthand.” 


ie Hair and Sealp,”’ 


of tl 


THE PACKER MFG. CO., SUITE &7N, NEW YORK 


: force of habit 


A SCARY SWAIN. 


He Took to the Tall Timber at the First Sign of 
Anything That Looked Like a Proposal. 


| This is a belated leap-year story that 
happened to get overlooked in the holiday 
rush of 1908. But better late than never, 
as the Long Island conductor said when 
his train came in four hours behind time. 

Her name was Gladys Genevieve 
Jones, and the name of the other party 
to the episode was William Henry Har- 
rison Hankins. Gladys had attained the 
mature age of twenty-nine summers, 
while William Henry, etc., had also 
reached the age of discretion, with a 
few years over for good measure. 

William Henry and Gladys had long 
but to-day, for the first 
taken advantage of her 
invited him 
out for a moonlight drive. Blushingly 
he had accepted—for Mr. Hankins was 
one of these bashful swains who never 
get over the habit of blushing when in 
the presence of the opposite sex. 


been friends, 


time, she had 


leap-year privileges and 


Gladys Genevieve believed in doing 
| 


She had driven the coy 
Hankins to the nearest 


things right. 
and diflident 
village, 
to an oyster supper, with all the et cet- 
eras and trimmings, and now, at last, 
they were on their homeward journey. 
|For a time they rode along wrapped 


| mostly in silence, and then Gladys sud- 


four miles away, treated him 


'denly gave a little shiver, moved closer | 
to her companion’s side, looked up in- | 


quiringly into his face, and began, 

| ‘*Mr. Hankins, don’t you think it 
would be a good plan if we were to 
| double up’’—— 

She was interrupted by a wild cry of 
alarm from Mr. Hankins. The next in- 
stant he had sprung from the sleigh 
and fled swiftly into the starlit night. 

‘“‘Now, I wonder what on earth 
startled the poor fellow that way?’’ 
ruminated 
drove slowly homeward, alone. 
only going to ask him if he didn’t think 


Gladys Genevieve, 
‘*T was 


it would be 
double up the 
air being so chilly, when he sprang out 
Must 
have somehow got the idea in his head 
Dear me! 


lap robe on account of the 
and dashed away like a madman. 


that 1 was about to propose. 
what poor, half-witted, scary creatures 
GIDLEY. 


the men are, anyhow!”’)— wins. 





HABI 1. 


id Brown, 


the reporter, 
at hi ‘ 


own wedding 
He insisted 


minister’s remarks in 


as she | 


a good plan if we were to| 





weather—Berset keeps your skin soft 
and smooth. 


either face or brush- 
soaps are ruinous to both. 








Lather Up 
In a Jiffy 


Just wet the brush—squeeze 
out Berset the size of a bean, 
and lather up. 

Berset Shaving Cream Soap is the 
ideal latherer— it is antiseptic and con- 
tains no free Alkali to smart, dry and 
pucker the skin. Composed of Glyc- 
erine and Cocoanut Oil, it is rightly 
called The Healing Lather. 


BERSET 


Te.De MARK 


Shaving Cream Soap 


softens the beard so perfectly that the 
razor (properly stropped) never 
scrapes or pulls—it permits a cleaner 
shave than ordinary lathers because it 
lies closer to the skin. 

No more chapped faces in 





cold 


Berset contains nothing injurious to 
ordinary alkaline 
Berset 
Shaving Cream Soap is the most sani- 
tary, most comfortable lathering agent 
ever discovered. More convenient 
than shaving stick or mug. 

25 cents a tube at dealers’, Send dealer's 
name and 4c. in stamps for 10c, s: uuple tube, 

RUBBERSET COMPANY 


Sales Dept, No. Hf 
Hudson Terminal, 50 Church St., New York City 
Main Offiee, Factory and Laboratory + 
84 Ferry Street, Newark, N. J. 
Branch Offiees—Hoston, Chicago, San branciveo, Montreal, 
London Kranch—2 Stoneecutter St, London, b. ¢., Lngland, 








PHILP MORRIS 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


7a 41 BF {oyele Wo) 0) 9) (- 
likethem, Near- 


ly all good peo- 
ple smoke them 


in Little Brown Boxes 


AMBASSADOR 
after-dinner size 


CAMBRIDGE 
the retular size 



















ESTABLISHED 1810 


99 YEARS 


OLD 
OVERHOLT 


@ No change in 


the process of 


manufacture 


G No change in 


the rich, mellow 


flavor 
@The same 
good old. rye as 


9 years ago 





A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Room , 
Room and Bath... 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath . 

Service and culsine far fan 
Delightful 
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WHISKEY 


For Sale Everywhere 
W. A. TAYLOR & CO., 
Sole Agents, New York 





“THOSE GOOD OLD COLLEGE DAYS.” 

In the long ‘‘epic poem’’ which John 
Kendrick Bangs read at the recent din- 
ner given in honor of the venerable dean 
of Columbia University, J. Howard Van 
Amringe— known to all Columbia alumni 
as ‘‘Van Am’’—Mr. Bangs unintention- 
ally gave a few facts about his own un- 
dergraduate days in the early eighties, 


when he was a student at that institu- 
tion. 
In the quotation which follows Mr. 


Bangs tells of his college days: 
Who, when I came a freshman meek, 
A sort of sciolistic Greek, 
Was first a pleasant word to speak? 
Van Am! 


Who, when I couldn’t tell him why 

X equaled Z plus minus Y, 

Raged—with a twinkle in his eye? 
Van Am! 


Who flunked me ever with a face 

So genial I ne’er felt disgrace, 

gut, rather, that I owned the place? 
Van Am! 


Who had an eye so keen we guessed 
He even saw the crib suppressed 
Inside the lining of our vest? 

Van Am! 


Who never in this world of sin, 

With brutal and Satanic grin, 

Jumped on a man, then rubbed it in? 
Van Am! 


Who, when a footless facultee 
Declined to give me my A. B., 
Went out and got the same for me? 


Van Am! 


SOUNDS WORSE THAN IT READS. 

The late Rev. Henry Codman Potter 
greatly objected to the use of notes. At 
one time he was addressing a number of 
young theologians on the importance of 


not being too closely confined to a man- | 
told | 


uscript. By way of illustration he 
the following anecdote about a clergy- 
man who was called upon to officiate at 
1 funeral: 

** When 
town where 


the minister arrived at the 
the deceased had lived, he 
had just time to make a few inquiries 
about his traits and achievements, the 
results of which he noted on a memo- 
His eulogy at the 
was about as follows: 

‘Our dear brother, whom we mourn 
to-day, was a man of rare character and 
ability. He had the mental capacity of 
a’--referring to his notes- ‘Daniel Web- 
the tact of a’—again consulting his 
‘Henry Clay,.the pertinac- 
ity of a’—-another reference—‘ Ulysses 
S. Grant. We can only mourn him with 
profound and sorrowful regret now that 
he has gone to meet his’—-another refer- 
to his notes—‘God.’ ’’ 


randum. service, as 


reported, 


ster, 
memoranda 


ence 


BILL NYE’S FIRST HUMOROUS 
EDITORIAL. 

Bill Barlow, the editor af Pi// Bar- 
low's Budget, is one of the most unique 
figures in American journalism. To a 
few of his friends he confided the first 
humorous paragraph of his former edi- 
torial associate, Bill Nye. There had 
been a railroad accident. The locomo- 
tive was lost in the river, two passenger 
cars were destroyed, the express car was 
smashed, but no one had been fatally 
hurt. This is the way Bill Nye de- 
scribed it: 

‘*For upward of twenty years repairs 


have been repeatedly promised the old 
South Bridge. Hoping against yhope, 
and waiting until distracted, the old 


bridge became discouraged at last, and 
yesterday just laid down in the gorge 
with a passenger train.’’ 


WISE PRECAUTION. 


‘*Archbold saw the doctor yesterday 
about his loss of memory.’”’ 

**What did the doctor do?”’ 

**Made him pay in advance.’’- 
ton Tige if 


Prince- 





| 
| 








Liqueur 


—GREEN AND VELLOW— 


country to be still the exclusive property 
l-renowned prod 


their world 
* Liqueur Peres Chartreux.” 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, ¢ 
Batje r&Co, roadway, Ne 


4 
Sole Agents for United States 





Peres Chartreux 


The original and genuine Chartreuse has always 
been and still is made by the Carthusian Monks (Péres 
Chartreux), who, since their expulsion from France, 
have been located at Tarragona, Spain; and, although 
the old labels and insignia originated by the Monks 
have been adjudged by the Federal Courts of this 


of the Monks, 
uct is nuwadays known as 


ffs, 


w York, N.Y. 


























WHAT HE WANTED. 

Young Mr. Charles was plainly em- 
barrassed, and Miss Smith knew what 
was coming, or thought she did. 

‘*Er—Miss Smith,’’ he said fever- 
ishly, ‘‘could I—er—see your father for 
a moment or two?’’ 

‘*Certainly, Mr. Charles,’’ and, excus- 
ing herself, she swept from the parlor. 

Presently the old man came in, and, 
after a short conversation with Mr. 
Charles, he stepped to the door and 
summoned his daughter. 


|) —_—_ — __— Zz 


VG, 
cos 
Fai er 
- 
~~, 
= 
AS HE 
Drowning man—“ Drop me a line.” 
Funny man ‘What's the use! 


Mr. Charles, whose face was radiant, 
said, ‘‘As I have a long ride before me, 
I think I will say good-night.’’ 

‘Oh, papa,’’ pleaded the girl imme- 
diately her lover disappeared. ‘‘Did he 

did you”’ 

**I did,’’ broke in the old man. 

His daughter fell on his neck and 
kissed him. He held her at arm’s length. 

‘*I did,’’ he repeated. ‘‘I lent him 
fourpence to get home with—that was 
what he wanted me for.’’—London Tit- 


| Bits. 






an Gent ony 


BIDS GOOD-BY 


There ain't no post-office where you’re going.” 


THE MAN WHO DELIVERS THE RURAL MAIL. 


HERE’S lots of jobs a chap can have beneath old Uncle 


Sam, 


From serving in the army down to testing beef and ham: 

Or being a department clerk down thar in Washington, 

And working down in Panama, they say, is lots of fun; 
But, when it comes to gov’ment jobs a country chap can nail, 


I’d rather be the 


carrier who serves the rural mail. 


It’s ten o’clock each morning, or somewhere thereabout, 


When Jason White, the 


carrier, comes jogging down his route; 


His yellow sulky creaking loud behind his speckled nag, 
And Jason busy sorting mail out of each leather bag; 


A letter here, a paper there 


his mem’ry must. not fail, 


I tell you what, it takes a head to serve the rural mail. 


It’s fun to watch the folks come out when Jason’s whistle blows, 
And see him dealing out the mail as down the road he goes. 
The catalogues and sample seeds and Down East magazines, 
And postal cards from Eastport, Maine, clean to the Philippines, 


Love letters for the lovesick gals, 


with town beaus on the trai]— 


By gosh! there’s lots of happiness hid in the rural mail. 


And once, when we were near the school, we heard young Jason shout, 
And then we saw him halt his nag and call the teacher out; 


And 


when she asked him what he had, 


in such a pretty way, 


He leaned way out and kissed her—gosh! her face was red all day. 


By hen! of all the gov’ment jobs 


a country chap can nail, 


I’d rather be the carrier who serves the rural mail. 


VICTOR A. HERMANN. 





























“ZT cannot tell how the truth may be; 


1 say the tale as ‘twas told to me. 


A LITERARY EVENT. 
William J. Lampton vouches for the 


truthfulness of the following story: ‘‘A 
fairly well-known New York writer 
called on a new editor in that town. 


The caller was held up while his card 
went in. 
‘*The 
inquire 
business. 
‘The caller wrote the following note 
of explanation and went away: 


shortly to 
state his 


returned 
would 


messenger 
if the caller 


called to pay my respects. 
bey to apologize 
was mistaker 
don't o 
‘‘Next day the writer received a let- 
ter which almost made him sorry he had 
been so hasty, but not quite.”’ 


we any. (Signed) 


—— 
+ ——— 
iy % 
; 
he 


peal to his wife. She, in turn, appealed 
to the maid. 
‘Mary,’ said she, yelling down the 
stairs, ‘have you any coppers?’ 
‘*Imagine the woman’s surprise at the 
answer from the kitchen. 
‘**T have two, mum; 
my cousins.’ ”’ 


both of ’em is 


BORN WITH HIS EYES OPEN. 


It was while H. H. Rogers, the Stand- 
ard Oil magnate, was working at his 
first job, delivering the village news- 
paper, that his inborn capacity became 
evident. He brought in the name of a 
new subscriber, Isaiah West. 


Mr. Anthony, the publisher, wrote 





POSITIVI 
The lazeyer 


at Donovan 


“Can you produce ¢ 
**Yis, your honor. 


LOVE VS. BUSINESS LETTERS. 

Just before the late election, John D. 
Archbold, of the Standard Oil Company, 
confided to an intimate friend that he 
was, in a certain sense, in the same boat 
with a mother who had a ‘‘little dear’’ 
by the name of Willie. 

‘One day,’’ said Mr. Archbold, ‘‘the 
mother missed her little boy. When he 
showed up again, she inquired, 

‘**Where have you been, Willie?’ 

‘**Playing postman,’ replied her son. 
‘I gave a letter to all the houses in our 
road. Real letters, too.’ 

‘«*Where on earth did you get them?’ 
questioned the mother. 

‘‘*They were those old ones in your 
wardrobe drawer, tied up with a blue 
ribbon,’ was the innocent reply.’’ 

It is a self-evident fact, however, that 
Mr. Archbold’s Willie was not ‘‘little 
pet.’’ Both Willies deserved a spank- 
ing, but, unfortunately, only one got it. 


CAUGHT WITH THE GOODS. 

Chief of Police Bingham, of New York 
City, likes to tell a humorous story once 
in awhile at the expense of the ‘‘cops.”’ 
Not long ago at a dinner he told the fol- 
lowing: 

‘‘It happened that a husband wanted 
a couple of pennies. In vain did he ap- 


an oi witnes 


It's 


PROOF, 


1 witness to the effect that you were struck ?”’ 


Oi have 


Then he turned to the 


down the name. 
boy. 

‘‘How do you spell Isaiah, Henry?’’ 
he asked, 

‘*]-s-a-i-a-h,’’ said Henry. 

‘*You’ll do,’’ said Mr. Anthony, with 
achuckle. He told the story to a skep- 
tic neighbor. 

‘‘But how did you know how to spell 
it, Henry?’’ asked the neighbor. 

‘“‘I saw him write it down,’’ 
Henry. 


said 


Hotels and restaurants should have a bottle of 
Abbott's Bitters handy in the dining-room for a fruit 
cocktail. Adds to the deliciousness of grape fruit. 


DRESSING FOR THE CONCERT. 


Just before his recent concert in Car- 
negie Hall, New York, David Bispham 
was talking to a few friends about the 
concerts of yesterday. 

**Some of the 
concerts were merited,’’ said Mr. Bis- 
pham. ‘‘A good one was made by an 
old Chicago millionaire. He had waited 
for his daughters for along time? finally 
he called upstairs, 

***What a time you girls take getting 
ready for the concert! Look at me—a 
bit of cotton in each ear, and I’m all 
ready.’’”’ 


hits directed at these | 









Wash- Day 
| Baking Day 


All days are alike to the 
New Perfection Wick 


Blue Flame Oil Cook- 
Stove. No matter for 


what purpose you need a 
quick, clean, hot flame, or 
a slow, steady flame— 
without an added degree of 
heat in the room—there is 
no stove like the “ New 
Perfection’’—the wonder- 
ful oil stove that has revo- 

lutionized housekeep- 


ing. The 


NEW PERFECTION 


Wick Blue Flame Oil Cook-Stove 


besides being the perfect stove for summer, is just as efficient for year-round use. It 
is built with a CABINET ‘TOP that makes it possible to warm dishes and keep 
food hot after it is cooked, 

The ‘ 


oil stove ever made. 


or without Cabinet Top. 
is unsurpassed for home 


agency. 
r rayo LA = Floods the 
room with light if you wish it—gives a 


restful, mellow glow if you prefer it. Just the lamp for daily 
use everywhere. If not with your dealer, write our nearest 


agency. 
STANDARD OIL COMPANY 
(Incorporated) 


and adds many other conveniences. 
‘New Perfection” is the most complete and most efficient 
Made in three Can be had either with 


If not at your dealer's, write our nearest 


sizes. 








THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 
Mistress—** Why, Jane, 
all covered with dust.’’ 
New **Well, 
have a covering of some 
their shabbiness, ma’am.’’ 


THE FRAGRANT ONION. 
‘‘Why, Mary,’’ said Mrs. Sniffem, 
**you have been eating onions.’’ 
‘*Sure, ma’am,’’ replied Mary, ‘‘an’ Oi 
nivver know’d yez wer a moind reader.”’ 
Jugend. 


the chairs are 


they ought to 
kind to hide 
Judy. 


servant 


First aid to the host. 
Fine at meal time 
—all times. 


ATZ 


i oe Oe 


MILWAUKEE 


You can tell 
a Blatz 
Bottle a 
block 
away! 


The one notable 
achievement in brewing. 
The veritable fulfillment :of 


beer character, quality and 


itereVidstatibe(ek ke 
Ask for it at the a Cafe, or Buffet. 


Always the same 
Good Old Blatz. 


Insist ¢ on “* “* Blatz.’ 


Correspondence In Invited direct. 
VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO., MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


Write the Val. Blatz Brewing Co., 
their interesting booklet entitled ° 





mentioning this paper, for 
A Genial Philosopher.’ 





UP Worlds Be br 


. Bitters 


Most delicious and 
of 
Good for 


all at all times. 


reliable tonic- 


cordials. 


ike 


BROTHERS, 
New York, 


ere, 


LtyTriks 
u. Ss. Agents, 








HOTEL 
EARLINGTON 


55 West 27th Street 


Near Broadway, New York 
T iT k by t fire pret beet 
Rates trom $1.00 and up 
With oom, $2.00 and up 


i Anema ur for perma 


GUE RNSE Y EE. WEBB. 


bormet ath in hia 














AFTER SHAVING 1] 


EXTRACT 


Relieves Irritation 
Prevents Inflammation 
Assures Comfort 






Used by Men of Discrimination Every where 


Write for interesting book, Shaving 
Essentials — mailed free on request 


LAMONT, CORLISS & CO., Sole Agents, N. Y 
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SF Banu BRAND S® 


MADE OF LINEN f 
I5¢ $3225¢ 
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[CANADIANS ©. ate ae 


requested to create a demand fo r Gooderham & 
Worts ( anadien Whiskey stock carried in the 
Warehouses of Wakem & McLaughlin, Chicago 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos, 32, 34, and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 

allnowspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 


100) notice Henny Romemke, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York 
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FICTION VS. FACT. 
STUDY OF THE WEATHER PREDICTIONS IN 
SEVEN SPASMS 
MONDAY. 
**Weather will be fine to-day, 
Fast the wet moon’s waning; 
Not a cloud will be in sight.”’ 
(Sure enough, it’s raining!) 
TUESDAY. 
**Heavy clouds are coming fast, 
Kast wind will be whining; 
Rain in torrents we shall see.’’ 


(Well, the sun is shining!) 
WEDNESDAY. 
‘*Sure to have a mighty thaw, 


This will bring on sneezing; 
Mercury is bound to rise.’’ 
(Yes, indeed, it's freezing!) 

rHURSDAY. 
**Little sunshine, little rain, 
Gentle south wind blowing; 
Leave your overcoats at home.’’ 
(Gracious! How it’s snowing!) 
FRIDAY. 
‘*Shut your doors and windows fast, 
Birds are southward soaring; 
Cold wave’s coming very fast.’’ 
(As | thought- -’tis thawing!) 
SATURDAY. 
‘*Fair and bright, a perfect day, 
South wind gently wailing; 
Spring will permeate the air.”’ 
(Now we see it hailing!) 
SUNDAY. 
‘*Rain in morning, snow at noon, 
Gale from Bay of Fundy; 
Hail and cold wave later on.’’ 
(What a cloudless Sunday !) 
Yonkers Statesman, 


OUT OF THE MOUTHS OF BABES. 


Teacher——*‘ Now, Harry, can you tell 


me what an island is?’’ 

Harry—** Yes, ma’am. An island is 
a place you can’t leave without a boat.’’ 

Johnny (aged five) —‘*‘Mamma, I wish 
I had a little sister.’’ 

Mamma ‘*‘Why do you wish that, 
dear?’’ 

Johnny—*’Cause I’m tired of teasin’ 
the cat.’”’ 


Mamma—** Edgar, didn’t I tell you 
not to take any more preserves from the 
jar?”’ 

EKdgar—** Yes, ma’am.”’ 

Mamma—*Then if you wanted some, 
why didn’t you ask me for them?’’ 

Kdgar—**’Cause 1 wanted some.’’ 


Little five-year-old Bessie was telling 
about some medicine she had taken while 
ill. ‘*Yes,’’ she said, ‘‘I took some com- 
pulsion.of cod-liver oil, and”’ 

**You mean ‘emulsion,’ don’t you, dear 

not compulsion?’’ said the visitor. 

‘*Well,’’ rejoined Bessie, ‘‘there was 
a good deal of compulsion about it.’’ 
Chicago News. 
fruit add a teaspoonful of Ab- 


suit the taste. It’s the 
fruit. 


To half a grape 
bott'’s Bitters and sugar to 
ideal way to serve this delicious 


THE TYPEWRITER 


She bought a machine that was new and 


clean 
And that shone with a shine resplen- 
dent. 
She said, ‘‘I swear and I do declare 
That I will be independent! 
I'll earn my food, for I’m in the mood, 
And my arm is strong and hearty; 
‘Now is the tOme foe all go9d mrn 
To come to the audof theor part7!’ ’’ 
-St. Louis Post-Dispatch, 


Oklahoma certainly pays its tribute 
to art in the following from the Kansas 
City Times: **The west gallery in the 
Chickasha Opera House sagged eight 
inches in a minstrel performance, but 
the show was so good that somebody ran 
out and got a few fence rails, propped 
up the gallery, and the performance 
continued,’”’ 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow’ s Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 


25c. a bottle. 





UEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


Apollinaris 


Bottled only at the Spring, Neuenahr, Germany, 


and Only with its Own Natural Gas. 





DEPENDS ON THE WEAPON. 
First African lion—* Are you nervous 
about having Roosevelt come this way?’’ 
Second ‘*Well, that de- 
pends.’’ 
First African lion 
Second African ‘*Well, upon 
what weapon he uses. I think I could 
dodge his gun all right, but if he goes 
to shootin’ off his mouth I’d scamper, 
for it’s so rangy, nobody could dodge 
that.’’—Dansville Advertiser. 


African lion 


‘*Upon what?’’ 


lion 


TAKING NO CHANCES. 

She (to beggar}—“‘It’s a wonder you 
don’t use soap and water once or so in a 
month.”’ 

He-——‘1 have thought of it, mum, but 
there’s so many kinds of soap, and it’s 
so hard to tell which is and which is not 
injurious to the skin, that I don’t like to 
take any risks.’’—Western Christian 
Advocate. 


UNGALLANT. 


Howell—‘‘Tf I hadn’t drawn that queen 
I might have had a straight flush.’”’ 

Powell—*‘That’s right; always blame 
the woman!’’—Chicago News. 


REAL ADVANTAGE. 


John Bright used to tell how a barber 
who was cutting his hair once said to 


him, ‘‘You ’ave a large ’ead, sir; it isa 
good thing to ’ave a large ’ead, for a 
large ‘ead means a large brain, and 


a large brain is the most useful thing a 
man can ’ave, as it nourishes the roots 
of the ’air.’’——Sacred Heart Review. 


DELICATE NOSE. 
‘‘I thought you applied for the posi- 
tion of chauffeur?”’ 
**So I did, sir.’’ 
‘*And now you say you don’t want the 


job.’”’ 
‘*Yes, sir; that’s what I said, sir.”’ 
‘*What’s wrong?”’ 
‘“*I saw your machine, and I can’t 


stand the smell.’’ 
“Why, didn’t the 
smell?’’ 
**I never run one, sir.’” 
‘‘Never run an automobile, and yet 
you apply for the position of chauffeur?’’ 
‘*Yes, sir; you see, I learned the busi- 
ness in a correspondence school!’’— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


POSSIBLY ONE REASON. 
‘I see where a family named Egg 
wants to have the law change it.’’ 
‘*Possibly they are afraid of getting 
‘broke.’ ’’—Baltimore American. 


NOT NOW, BUT SOON. 


Soon will ye little busy bee, 

Ye little honey bringer, 
Improve each shining hour in glee, 

By using of his stinger. 
Boston Herald. 


last one you run 


She 
day acted dopey.”’ 
He—-‘‘Probably he had been hitting 


the pipe.’’—Bohemian. 


-‘*Which tailor made that new 


Dea 


Derby— 
suit of yours: 

Alpine—‘‘Don’t know. It’s a counter 
fit.""—Sewanee University Tiger. 


THE WAY IT GOES. 


He used to take a drink, 
When he met a friend or two 
As do you 
Just a few; 
And he thought but little of it, 
He was used to mountain dew, 
It wasn’t new, 
Thus joy to woo! 


Some days he’d take a toddy; 
Some days a glass of wine- 
Champagne or Rhine. 
(Kither’s fine!) 
Some days he’d go without it. 
It wasn’t on his mind- 
Not hard to find; 
For any kind 
Could be had for the price, 
Without perjury or lie. 
No need to try! 
Not hard to buy! 


| But the anti-saloon people 


Put saloons upon the blink. 
’*Twas then to wink, 
Up alleys slink! 

Get a doctor to prescribe; 

Then to the drug store go, 
To get—you know- 
Now whisper low! 


Because forbidden fruit 
Is the sweetest fruit there is, 
He ’gan to siz, 
For beer or fizz! 
So he felt he had to have a bit 
On hand, in case of snakes, 
Or fever shakes, 
Or stomach aches. 


Having filled ot a reply card, 
Four quarts were sent on tick; 
He then got sick, 
And so did Dick! 
And they stayed right by that package 
Until not a drop was there; 
Got on a tear 
Got full for fair. 


Soon the merchants and some others 
All felt in duty bound, 
When he dropped round, 
To make a sound 
Like the tinkle of an iceberg 
In a glass of liquor—see! 
As there’s no fee, 
They each drink three. 


Where he used to buy a drink, 
Now he buys a drunk instead; 
With aching head, 
Goes drunk to bed. 
Just remember, Mr. Voter, 
Before you vote for ‘‘dry,’’ 
This is no lie 
Plain reason why. 


Consider, for that reason, 

This story as ’tis told; 
When liquor’s sold 
Where all behold, 


‘‘The plumber who was here to- There is less of a temptation to 


The young and to the weak, 
Than where men sneak 
In whisper speak! D. M. SMITH. 


THOSE SWEET GIRLS AGAIN. 
**Jack has such a beautiful mouth!’’ 
“Yes; it impressed me the same 

way.’’—Cornell Widow. 



































Recent Importations 








THE ONLY ALTERNATIVE. 
Doctor—‘' If you won’t take the medi- 
cine I prescribe, you must go to another 
doctor.’’ 
Patient—‘* Whom do you recommend 
—Meggendorfer Blaetter. 
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Wife—** ‘The doctor says that I must 
breathe through my nose.”’ 
Hushand—** ‘Vhat is very good, for then 
you must keep your mouth closed.”’ 
Meggendorfer Blaetter. 


A REGULAR CUSTOMER. 


He was out with his best girl, and as 
they strolled into the West End restau- 
rant he tried to put on an_I-do-this- 
every-evening kind of look. When they 
were seated at a table a waiter ap- 
proached them. 

‘“*Will monsieur have a 
table d’hote?’’ he asked. 

‘*Both,’’ said the young man; ‘‘and 
put plenty of gravy on ’em.’’—-London 
Tit-Bits. 


la carte or 


LIFE’S UNCERTAINTIES. 

Tom—‘‘ Belle is a strange girl. She 
does not know the names of some of her 
best friends.’’ 

Maud—*‘‘That’s nothing. Why, I 
don’t even know what my own name 
will be a year from now.’’—London Il- 
lustrated Bits. 


THE EX¢ 


North Pole (o South Pole)—‘* Hallo! 
you that time.”’ 
Vowce from South Pole 


‘Yes, | know. 





‘There’ll soon be no such thing as 


A LONG FAREWELL. 

She (effusively)—‘*How nice it is to 
have met you again after all these years, 
my dear Captain Burlington.”’ 

He—*‘*Major, now! That was ten 
years ago, you know.”’ 

She (still more effusively)—‘‘ How 
time flies! Well, congratulations and 
good-by. I hope you'll be a general 
when next we meet.’’—London Punch. 


THE GENTLE ART OF PERSUASION. 

Possible employer—** But we are slack 
ourselves. If 1 found you anything to 
do it would be taking work from my 
own men,’’ 

Applicant—‘The little I should do 
wouldn’t ’arm nobody, guv’nor.’’—Eng- 
lish Bystander. 





In Iabthoos ys 
IN DOUBT. 

Wife (breathless, to her husband who is 
rubbing his hands)—‘**‘ What is it, Moses? 
Are your hands cold, or have you made a lot 
of money to-day 7?’ —Flegende Blaetter. 


BENDING THE TWIG FOR THE FUTURE. 


**Miss Emma, I love thee.’’ 

‘“‘Well, now you are down on your 
knees, you may as well tie my shoe 
laces.’’--Fliegende Blaetter. 


LUSIVES 


Are you there? I 


say, old man, they nearly had 


privacy.’ 
London Punch. 
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HUNTER WHISKEY 
HIGH BALL 


IS REFRESHING 


Sold at all tirst-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md 
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SOFT SOAP. 


Madame (who is rather talkative, to 
her husband who has been standing 
silently before her for some time) 
‘*Well, what are you looking at me like 
that for?’’ 

Monsieur—‘‘1 was only thinking how 
pretty you look with your mouth shut!’ 

Paris Gaulois. 


AN ACCIDENT. 


M. Bonhomme (as the ambulance goes 
by)—‘‘ What’s the matter?”’ 

Ambulance man—‘‘It’s poor old Poi- 
reau, the sword swallower. He’s been 
and choked himself with a fish bone!’’ 

Le Rire. 

THE LATEST FAD. 

We've got the wireless telegraph, 

The seedless raisin, too; 


No doubt the scientists ere long 
Will find a beerless brew. 


BEFORE AND AFTER. 


When a man’s in love 
She him entrances, 
And timidly 
He makes advances; 
But, when they’re wed, 
For all her fancies 
He must put up 
And make advances. 
Yale Record. 


The boneless fish is quite au fait, 
We’ll soon have dirtless dirt; | 

But here’s a new one—-have you seen 
The latest hipless skirt? 


Oh, girls, what follies you commit 
In ruthless Fashion’s name! 
But, though we find you hipless, we 
Will take you just the same. 








Yet just one favor we must ask— 
No matter how you’re laced, 
For heaven’s sake don’t cultivate 
A worthless waistless waist. 
Princeton Tiger. 


Bottled 
Delight 


Club 


HOUSE HUNTING. 


Monsieur (to the concierge)—‘‘ You 
tell me that no dogs and no pianos are 
allowed in these flats. Now there’s 


som b ly playing th piano downstairs, 


and as I came up I met a dog.’’ Ever wanted a cocktail, 

The concierge ‘1 beg monsieur’s¢ar-| and found that gin, ver- 
dom. Monsieur dows pot understand: | mouth or whiskey had run 
ter playing the piano.’’—-Le Rire. | out? This never happens with 

CLuB COCKTAILS in the house. 

Keep a bottle on hand and have 
the best cocktail in the world 
always ready for serving. 


MUSICAL RECEPTION. 
Brown—‘‘What did your wife say | 
about your being so late home the other 
night?’ 
Jones—‘ Nothing at all. She just sat 
down at the piano and played ‘Tell me 
the old, old story.’ ’’—-London Tit-Bits. 









Martini (gin base) Man- 
hattan (whiskey 

base) are al- 
ways popular. 


AIRSHIPS MADE AT HOME. 
‘‘How did you come to have an air- 


ship? Really, I don’t see how you can 
afford so expensive a luxury.”’ F. HEUBLEIN 
‘*] made it myself from the broken & om. 
machines that have fallen on my lands.’’ Hartford New York 
London 


-Megqgendorfer Blaetter, 
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LITTLE JOHNNY AND THE TAFFY ’POSSUMS. 


JOHN READS OF HUNTS WITH CLUB AND GUN TILL BEES AND ’POSSUMS STOP HIS FUN. 
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. One morning Johnny marched away 2. Beside a fallen hollow tree 
And said he didn’t want to play. Young Johnny sits him down in glee. 
They watched him go, the angry band, With wonder and surprise he reads 
And disappear, his book in hand. Of ‘Teddy Roosevelt’s mighty deeds. 




















3. 











He reads and reads, nor does he see 4. But suddenly some fearful cries 

The band approach the hollow tree. Rouse John to terror and surprise. 

They enter by the farther end, From out the hollow tree there seems 
And hope to scare their peaceful friend. ‘To come forth yells for help and screams. 
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John drops his book and hides in fear, 6. Now Johnny laughed to see their fright, 
As mighty swarms of bees appear ; And sure I think it served them right. 
And mixed with bees and howling loud, The angry bees deserve our thanks 
Rush forth the possums in a crowd. For punishing their naughty pranks. 
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